CHAP, ii                   BOANERGES                          31

there was the Cathedral, one of the most famous in
England. In that moment of time, staring at the
pictures of Chartres, his mind was made up, his
destiny settled.

Now the child in him, part roguish, part malicious,
part friendly, part fearful, anticipated the meeting.

He came to a house, isolated, not far from the
church of which the policeman had told him. He
could see it very dimly, but he knew it to be the one,
for on either side of the gate were stone pillars sur-
mounted by misshapen stone animals. What they
represented he could not, in that light^ tell. He
pushed back the gate that screamed on its hinges;
his feet crunched the gravelled path. Before the
door he hesitated. Not a sound came to him save
the rustling at his feet of a few autumn leaves taunted
by the evening wind. Then, most unexpectedly,
across the whole extent of the town, the Cathedral
struck the hour. He waited until the full total of
the five strokes that followed the chime had ended*
Then, as though that had decided him, he pushed,
with all his force, the bell. He heard it peal as
though through an empty house. He waited and
with every second of pause his impatience grew* It
was as tlxmgh he felt a personal insult, and he pushed
the bell again; he might have been muttering:
* You'll keep me out, will you? Well, I'll show
you/

He heard someone approaching; light spread
behind the fan* The door opened and an old woman
stood there, peering out into the dusk* He knew
that she was Sarah Furze.

* Who's there? * she said,

He stepped forward, but she did not move*